FOUR        TALES        BY        ZELIDE

all the pain that Lady Sara's ridiculous scorn can
afford me."

But instead of that Mr. Henley has observed
nothing, can recollect nothing. ec Now that you
mention it, my dear, I believe I do dimly remem-
ber. . . . But, even if it were so, what does it
signify? How can a reasonable woman mnuP
And, besides, is not Lady Sara excusable? A duke's
daughter, and the wife of the future head of oui
family____"

My dear friend, blows would vex me less than
all this reasonableness. I am unhappy, I am dull;
I have not brought happiness to this house and
neither have I found it; I have been the cause of
iinsettlement, but am not myself settled; I regret
my errors but I have been afforded no means of
avoiding them. I am alone, no one feels with me,
and I am all the more unhappy because there is
nothing of which I can complain, no alteration
which I can ask, no reproach which I can make, so
that I blame and despise myself for my own un-
happiness. Everyone admires Mr. Henley and
compliments me on my happiness, and I reply,
" It is true, you are perfectly in the right. . .
What a contrast does he not present with other men
of his age and rank? What a contrast between my
lot and that of madam this or my lady that."

I say it, I think it, and my heart does not feel it;
it swells or contracts and I withdraw in order to
weep at my ease. Even at this moment, tears of
which I scarcely comprehend the origin, are